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Joyce. The sound and fury of the orator's hatred
does not in the least represent the feelings of
the majority, who regard Hitler as a dangerous
but pitiable lunatic, and his bombing pilots as
"poor b6ys" who are lucky to be out of it when
they are taken prisoner.

Above the massed untidy heads, the barrage
balloons hang low beneath thunderous clouds.
Indifferent to the competitive voices of the
speakers, a young man in grey flannels and a
black Homburg hat is reading Guilty Men
in its canary-yellow jacket. Round the green
Church Army Wilson Carlile Hut for H.M.
Forces, soldiers and tired civilians of all ages and
both sexes lie stretched asleep on the grass in
the hot sunshine.

Some distance from the rostrum, another
section of holiday-makers surges incongruously
round the fenced-in military area which causes
the centre of Hyde Park in this war to resemble
the back of the Western Front in the last. I
notice several fathers and mothers, their shoes
comfortably kicked off, resting their backs
against the anti-aeroplane sand-heaps while
they eat their sandwiches out of paper bags.
Despite repeated exhortations to evacuation,
they have brought their families to town for the
day. Between the scattered groups, blue-grey
pigeons with mauve-tinted breasts strut amiably
over the grass, fluttering a little in mild protest